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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Sir Jaſper, Mr. Shepherd. 
Leander, Mr. Stopelear. 
Gregory, Mr. Cibber, Jun. 
Robert, Mr. Jones. 
E Mr. Mullart. 
arry, Mr. Norberts. 
Davy, Mr. Jones. 
Hellebore, Mr. Paget. 
WOMEN. 
Dorcas, Miſs Rafter. 
Charlotte, Miſs Williams. 
Maid, Mrs. Mears. 
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SCENE l. | Dorcas, Gregory. 


GREGORY. 


Tell you No, 1 won't comply, and it is my Bu- 
fineſs to talk, and to command. 


Will; and that I was not marry'd to you to ſuſter your 
111l-humours. 

Greg. O the intolerable Fatigue of Matrimony ! 
| Ariſtotle never ſaid a better thing in his Life, than when 
| he told us, that a Wife is worſe than a Devil. 

Dorc, Hear the learn'd Gentleman with his Ariſtotle. 


of; 


Dorc. And I tell you, you thall conform to my 


Greg. And a learn'd Man I am too; find me out a 
Maker of Faggots, that's able, like myſelf, to reaſon 
23: upon 
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upon Things, or that can boaſt ſuch an Education as 


mine. N 


Dorc, An Education! | | 
Greg. Ay, Hully. a regular Education; firſt at the 


.Charity-ſchool,. where I learnt to read; then I waited 
on a Gentleman at Oxford, where I learnt very near 


as much as my Maſter ; from whence I attended a tra- 
velling Phyſician fix Years, under the facetious Deno- 
mination of a Merry-Andrew, where I learnt Phyſick. 
Dorc. O that thou hadſt follow'd him fill ! Cursd 
be the Hour wherein I anſwer'd the Parſon, I vill. 
Greg. And curs'd be the Parſon that aſk'd me the 
Queſtion ! . | 
Dorc. You have Reaſon to complain of him, indeed, 
who ought to be on your Knees every Moment re- 
turning Thanks to Heaven for that great Bleſſing it 
ſent you, when it ſent you myſelf. —————[ hope you 
have not the Aſſurance to think you deſerv'd ſuch a 
Wife as my ſelf. 1 | 
Greg. No, really, I don't think I do. * 


AIR I 3 Bell 


When a Lady, lite me, cond: ſcends to agree, 
To let fuch a Slobberer taſte her, 
With what Zeal and Care, ſhould he wor ſhip the Fair, 
Who gives him—what” s Meat for his Maſter £ 
His Actions ſhould ſtill, 
Attend on her Will, 
Hear, Sirrah, and take it for Warning ; 
To her he ſhould be, / 
Each Night on his Knee, 
And ſo he ſhould be on each Morning. 


Greg: Meat for my Maſter ! Ju are Meat for 
your Maſter, if I an't miſtaken ; for, to one of your 
Shame be it ſpoken, you roſe as good a Virgin from 
me, as you went to Bed. Come, come, Madam, it 
was a lucky Day for you, when you found me out. 
Dorc. Lucky indeed ! a Fellow that eats every thing 


have. 
@ Greg. 
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| The Dumb Lady Cur'd.. . 
Greg. That happens to be a Miſtake; for I drink 
ſome Part on't. 


Dorc. That ſells, one by one, all the Goods in my 

Houſe. 

Greg, Good Management !' good Management ! 
Dorc. That has not even leſt me a Bed to lie on. 
Greg. Yow'll riſe the earlier. 

Dorc. And who from Morning till Night is eternally 


in an Ale-houſe. 


Greg. It's genteel, it's genteel; the Squire does the 
ſame. 


Dorc. Pray, Sir, what are you willing I ſhall do 
with my Family? | 

Greg. Whatever you pleaſe. | 

Dorc. My four little Chi!dren that are continually 
crying for Bread. 

Greg. Give em a Rod! beſt Cure in the World for 
crying Children. 

Dorc. And do you imagine, Sot 

Greg. Hark ye, my Bode: you know my Temper 
is not over and above paſſive, and that my Arm is 
extremely active. 5 ö 

Dorc. J laugh at your Threats, poor beggarly inſe- 
lent Fellow. 

Greg. Soft Obje of my wiſhing Eyes, I ſhall play 
with your pretty Ears. - 

Dorc. I fear you not, Muckworm. 

Greg. I ſhall thraſh your lovely Jacket. : 

Dorc. Touch me if you dare, you inſolent, impu- 
dent, dirty, lazy, raſcally | 

Greg. Oh, Ho, Ho! you will have it then, I find. 


Beats her. 
Dorc. O! Murder! Murder! 


Enter Squire Robert. 


Rob What's the Matter here? Fy upon you! Fy 
upon you, Nighbour, to beat your Wife in this ſcan- 
dalous Manner. 

Daorc. Well, Sir, and I have a mind to be beat, and 
what then? 
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Reb. O dear, Madam! I give my Conſent with all 
my Heart and Soul. 

Dorc. What's that to you, Saucebox ? Is it any Bu- 
fineſs of yours ? 

Roh. No certainly, Madam. 

Dorc. Here's an impertinent Fellow for you, won't 
ſutfer a Huſbard to beat his own Wife. | 


AIR II. Winchefter Wedding. 


Go thraſh your own Rib, Sir, at Home, 

Nor thus interfere with our Strife; 
May Cucko/dom ftill be his Doom, 

Who ſtriwes to part Huſband and Wife. 
Suppoſe Pre a Mind he ſhould drub, 

Whoſe Bones are they, Sir, bes to lick ? 
At whoſe Expence is it, you Scrub, 

Zou are not to find him a Stick. 


Rob. Neighbour, I aſk your Pardon heartily ; here, 
take and thiaſh you Wife, beat her as you ought to 
do. 

Greg. No, Sir, I wont beat her. 

Rob. O! Sir, that's another thing. 

Greg. I'll beat her when I pleaſe, and will not beat 
her when I do not pleaſe. She is my Wite, and not 
yours. 

Rob. Certainly. 

Greg. You have nothing to do to command me, Sir, 
neither do I want any of your Aſſiſtance, and if you 
don't get about your buſinef, 

Dorc. Give me the Stick, dear Huſband. 

Rob. Well, if ever I attempt to part Huſband and 
wife again, may I be beaten myſelf. [Exitt. 
Greg. Come, my Dear, let us be Friends. 

Dorc. What, after beating me ſo! 

Greg. Twas but in Jeſt. 

Dorc. 1 defire you will crack your Jeſts on your 
own Bones, not on mine. 

Greg. Pſhaw! you know, you and I are one, and 
I beat one Half of my Self when I beat you. 


WEN 
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Dore. 
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Dore. Yes, but for the future, I deſire you will beat. 
the other Halt of yourſelf. 


AIR III. 


'Tis true, my good dear, I am Bone of your Bone, 
Thank the Parſon who flitch'd two Mretebes in one; 
But truſt me that Stick, my hard-hearted Swain, 
Will certainly cut us aſunder &: ain. 


Greg. Come, my pretty Dear, I aſk Pardon, I'm 
ſorry tcr't. 

Dorc. For once, I pardon you—but you ſhall pay 
for it. 

Greg. Pihaw ! Pſhaw! Child, theſe are only little 
Affairs, neceſſary in Friendſhip; four or five good 
Blaws with a Cudgel between your very fond Cou- 
ples, only tend to heighten the Affections. ll now 
to the Wood, and I promiſe thee to make a Hundred 
Faggots beſore I come again. [ Exit. 

Gore, If Iam not reveng'd on thoſe Blows of yours ! 
-— Oh, that I could but think of ſome Method to be 
reveng'd on him! Hang the Rogue, he's quite inſen- 
ſible of Cuckoldom. 


AIR IV. Oh London is a fine Town. 


In ancient days Poe heard, with Horns, 
The Wife ber Spouſe could fright, 
Which nu the Hero bravely ſcorns, 
So common is the Sight, 


To City, Country, Camp, or Court, 
Or whereſoeer he go. 

Mo horned Brother dares make Sport, 
They're Cuckolds all arow. 


Oh that I could find out ſome Invention to get him 
well drubb'd! 
A4 Enter. 
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| Enter Harry and James. 


Harry. Were ever two Fools ſent on ſuch a Meſſage 
as we are, in queſt of a dumb Doctor? 

James. Blame your own curſed Memory that made 
you forget his Name. For my Part, Vl] travel 
thro? the World rather than return without him; that 
were as nuch as a Limb or two were worth. 

Harry. Was ever ſuch a curſed Misfortune ! to loſe 
the Letter? I ſhould not even know his Name if I 
were to hear it. 

Dorc. Can I find no Invention to be reveng' d? 
Hey-day! who are theſe ? 

James. Harkey, Miſtreſs, do you know where 
where where Doctor What-d'ye-call-him lives? 

Dorc. Dector who? ä 

James. Doctor Doctor— what's his Name? 

Dorc. Hey what, has the Fellow a mind to banter 
me? 


Harry. Is there no Phyſician hearabouts famous for 
curing Dumbneſs ? 


Dorc. | fancy you have no need of ſuch a Phyſi- 
cian, Mr. Impertinence. 

Harry. Don't miſtake us, good Woman, we don't 
mean to banter you, we are ſent by our Maſter, 
whoſe Daughter has loſt her Speech, for a certain Phy- 
fician who lives hereabouts, we have loſt our Direc- 
tion, and 'tis as much as our Lives are worth to re- 
turn without him. 

Dorc. There is one Doctor Lazy lives juſt by, but 
he has left off praQtifing. You would not get him a 
Mile to fave the Lives of a thouſand Patients. 

James. Direct us but to him; we'll bring him with 
us one Way or other, I warrant you. 

Harry. Ay, ay, we'll have him with us, tho' we 
carry him on our Backs. 

Dorc. Ha! Heaven has inſpir'd me with one of the 
moſt admirable Inventions to be reveng'd on my Hang- 
dog! (afide.) I affure you, if you can get him with 
you, he'll do your young Lady's Buſineſs for her; he's 
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reckon'd one of the beſt Phyſicians in the World, 
eſpecially for Dumbneſs. 

Harry. Pray tell us where he lives? 
Dorc. Yow'll never be able to get him out of his 
own Houſe; but if you watch hereabouts, you'll 


certainly meet with him, for he very often amuſes 
himſelf here with cutting Wood. 


Harry. A Phyſician cut Wood. 


James. I ſuppoſe he amuſes himſelf in ſearching 
aſter Herbs, you mean. 

Dorc. No, he's one of the moſt extraordinary Men 
in the World: He has the oddeſt Humours! you 
would never take him to be what he 1s. He goes 
dreſt in the moſt extravagant Manner, affecting to ap- 
pear ignorant; for there is nothing he ſo much dreads 
as to be known for a Phyſician. 

James. All your great Men have ſome ſtrange od- 
dities about *em. 

Dorc. The Humour of this is ſo extravagant, that 
he will ſuffer himſelf to be beat, before he will own 
himſelf to be a Phyſician and Pl] give you my 
Word, you'll never make him own bin felt one, un- 
leſs you both of you take a good Cudgel, and thraſh 
him into it; *tis what we are all forc'd to do, when 


we have any needof him. 


James. W hat a ridiculous Whim is here! 

Dorc. Very true, and in ſo great a Man. | 

James. And is he fo very ſkilful a Man? 

Dorc. Skilful? why, he does Miracles. About 
half a.year ago, a Woman was given over by all her 
Phyſicians, nay, ſhe had been dead ſome time; when 


this great Man came to her, as ſoon as he ſaw her, 


he pourd a little Drop of ſomething down her 
Throat—he had no ſooner done it, than ſhe. got out 
of her Bed, and walk'd about the Room, as if there 
had been nothing the Matter with her. 

Both. Oh prodigious ! — 25 

Dorc. Tis not above three Weeks ago, that a Child 
of Twelve Years old fell from the Top of a Houſe 
to the Bottom, and broke its Skull, its Arms and Legs. 
—Our Phyſician was no ſooner drubbed into making 


A 5 bim 


10 The Mock Doctor: Or, 


him a Viſit, than having rubb'd the Child all over 
with a certain Ointment, it got upon its Legs, and 
ran away to play. 

Both. Oh moſt wonderful ! 

Harry. Hey] Gad, James, we'll drub him out of 
a Pot of this Ointment. 

James. Sure this Quack underſtands as much as the 
whole College of Phyſicians ? 

Dorc. College of Phyſicians ! 


. 


In formal dull Schools, 
By Forefather's Rules, 
The Doctor's equipp d out for Slaughter : 
If according to Art, 
| The Patient depart, 
He never is blam'd for it after. 


The — 75 frill ſucceeds, 
Or falls by his Deeds. 

If be kills you, he gets not a Shilling ; 
But who denies Fees, | 
To the Duack, whoſe Degrees, 

Once give him a Licence for Killing ? 


ed This muſt be the very Man we were ſent 
after. 

Dorc. Vonder is the very Man I ſpeak of. 

Tames. What, that he yonder ? 

Dorc. The very ſame He has ſpy'd us, and taken 
up his Bill. 

James. Come, Harry, don't let us loſe one Mo- 
ment—— —-Miſtreſs, your Servant; we give you ten 
thouſand Thanks for this Favour. 

Dorc. Be ſure and make good Uſe of your Sticks. 

James. He ſhan't want that. Exeunt, 


Re-enter James and Harry, mecting Gregory. 


Greg. Pox on't! tis moſt confounded hot Weather 
Hey ! who have we here? James. 
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James. Sir, your moſt obedient humble Servant. 


We are mighty happy in finding you here.——-Tis in 
your Power, Sir, to do us a very great Favour. We 
come, Sir, to implore your Ailiftance in a certain 
Affair. 8 

Greg. If it be in my Power to give you any Aſſi- 
ſtance, Maſters, Pm very ready to do it. 

James. Sir, you are extremely obliging. But, dear 
Sir, let me beg you'd be cover'd, the Sun will hurt 
your Complexion. 

Harry. For Heaven's Sake, Sir, be cover'd. 

Greg. 'Theſe ſhould be Footmen by their Dreſs, 
but Courtiers by their Ceremony. (afide. 

James. You muſt not think it ſtrange, Sir, that we 
come thus to ſeek after you: Men of your Capacity 
vil be fought after by the whole World. 

Greg. Truly, Gentlemen, tho' I fay it, that ſhould 
not ſay it, I have a pretty good Hand at a Faggot. 

James. O dear Sir! 

Greg. You may, perhaps, buy Faggots cheaper 0- 
therwhere ; but if you find ſuch in all this Country, 
you ſhall have mine for nothing. To make but one 
Word then with you, you ſhall have mine for ten 
Shillings a Hundred. 

James. Don't talk in that Manner I defire you. 

Greg. I could not ſell 'em a Penny cheaper, it *twas 
to my Father. 

James. Dear Sir, we know you very well don't 
Jeſt with us in this manner. | 

Greg. Faith, Maſter, I am ſo much in earneſt, that 
I can't bate one Farthing.. ERS 

James. Oh Pray, Sir, leave this idle Diſcourſe. 
Can a Perſon, like you, amuſe himſelf in this Man- 
ner? Can a learned and famous Phyſician, like you, 
try to diſguiſe himſelf to the World, and bury ſuch. 
fine Talents in the Woods? 

Greg. The Fellow's a Fool. : 

Fames. Let me intreat you, Sir, not to diſſemble 
with us. 

Harry. It is in vain, Sir, we know what you are. 

Greg. Know me! what do you know of me? 


James. 
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James. Why we know you, Sir, to be a very 
great Phyſician. 

Greg. Phyſician in your Teeth! I a Phyſician! 

James. The Fit is on him. ——Sir, let me he- 
ſeech you to conceal your ſelf no longer, and oblige 
us to-you know what. 

Greg. Devil take me, if I know what, Sir. 
But I know this that Pm no Phyſician. 

James. We muſt proceed to the uſual Remedy, I 
find. -And ſo you are no Phyſician, 

Greg. No. | 

James. You are no Phyſician ! 

Greg. No, I tell you. | 

James. Well, if we muſt, we muſt. (beats him, 

Greg. Oh! Oh! Gentlemen! Gentlemen! what 
are you doing? I am. ] an -whatever 
you pleaſe to have me. 

James. Why will you oblige us, Sir, to this Violence? 

Harry. Why will you force us to this troubleſome 
Remedy ? | 

Tames. J aſſure you, Sir, it gives me a great deal 
of Pain. 

Greg. I aſſure you, Sir, and fo it does me. But 
pray, Gentlemen, what is the Reaſon that you have a 
Mind to make a Phyſician of me? 

James. What, do you deny your being a Phyſician 
again? 

SGreg And the Devil take, me if I am. 

Harry. You are no Phyſician ? | 

Greg. May I be pox'd, ii I am. (they beat him.) Oh! 
| h! Dear Gentlemen ! Oh! for Heaven's 
Sake; I am a Phyſician, and an Apothecary too, if 
you'll have me; I bad rather be any thing, than be 

knock'd o'the Head. | | 

Janes. Dear Sir, I am rejoic'd to ſee you come 
to your Senſes; I aſk Pardon ten thouſand T'imes for 
what you have forc'd us to. 

Greg. Perhaps I am deceiv'd my ſelf, and am a 
Phyſician without knowing on't. But, dear Gentle- 
men, are you certain I am a Phyſician? 

James. Yes, the greateſt Phyſician in the Wer. 

| reg. 
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Greg. Indeed ! 

Harry. A Phyſician that has cur'd all Sorts of Di- 
ſtempers. 

Greg. The Devil I have! 

James. That has made a Woman walk about the 
Rootn after ſhe was dead fix Hours: and ſet a Child 
upon its Legs immediately after it had broke'em. 

Harry. Lookye, Sir, you ſhall have Content, my 
Maſter will give you whatever you will demand. 

Greg. Shall I have whatever I will demand ? 

James. You may depend upon it. 

Greg. I am a Phyſician without doubt had for- 


Well—and 
what is the Diſtemper I am to cure ? 
James. My young Miſtreſs, Sir, has loſt her Tongue, 
Greg. The Devil take me if 1 have found it.—But, 
come, Gentlemen, if I nuſt go with you, I muſt have 
a Phyſician's Habit, for a Phyſician can no more pre- 
ſcribe without a full Wig, than without a Fee. [Exir. 
Dorc. I don't remember my Heart has gone fo pit- 
a-pat with Joy a long while. Revenge 1s ſurely the 
moſt delicious Morſel the Devil ever dropt into the 
Mouth of a Woman: And this is a reverge which coſts 
nothing; for, alack-a-day! to plant Horns on a Hus- 
band's Head, is more dangerous than is imagin'd ;— 
Odd! I had a narrow Eſcape when I met with this 
Fool, the beſt of my Market was over, and I began to 
grow almoſt as cheap as a crack d China Cup. 


AIR VI. Pinks and Lilies. 


A Woman's Ware, like China, *Þ 
Now cheap, now dear is bought ; 

Ihen whole, tho worth a guinea, 
When broke's not worth à groat. 


A Woman at St. James's. 
With Hundreds you obtain; 
But ſtay till loft her Fame is, 
She'll be cheap in Drury-Lane. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Sir Jaſper's Houſe. 
Enter Sir Jaſper, and James. 
Sir Jaſper. Where is he? Where is he? 


James. Only -recruiting himſelf after his Journey. 
You need not be impatient, Sir, for were my young 
Lady dead, he'd bring her to Life again.—He makes 
no more of bringing a Patient to Life, than other Phy- 
ſicians do of killing them. 

Sir Jaſper. Tis ſtrange fo great a Man ſhould have 
thoſe unaccountable odd Humours, you mention'd. 

James. Tis but a good blow or two, and he comes 
immediately to himſelf, Here he is. 


Enter Gregory as a Doctor, and Harry, 


Harry. Sir, this is the Doctor. 

Sir Faſp. Dear Sir, you are the welcom'ſt Man in 
the World. 

Greg. Hypocrates ſays, we ſhould both be cover'd. 

Sir Jaſp. Ha! does Hypocrates, fay ſo? In what 
Chapter pray ? 

Greg. In his Chapter of Hats. 

Sir Jaſp. Since Hypocrates ſays fo, I ſhall obey him. 

Greg. Doctor, after having exceedingly travePd in 


the highway of Letters. 
Sir 5%. Doctor! Pray who do you ſpeak to? 


Greg. To you, Doctor. | 

Sir aſp. Ha, ha! I am a Knight, thank the 
King's Grace for it; but no Doctor. 

Greg. What you're no Doctor? 

Sir Jaſp. No, upon my Word. 

Greg. You're no Doctor? 

Sir 5. Doctor! no. ; 

Greg. There—'tis done. [Beats him. 
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Sir Jaſp. Done, in the Devil's Name! What's done? 
Greg. Why now you're made a Doctor of Phyſick. 
I am ſure it is all the Degrees I ever took. 
Sir Jaſp. What Devil of a Fellow have you brought 


here. 


James. I told you, Sir, the Doctor had ſtrange 
W hims with him. 

Sir Fa/p. Whims, quotha! Egad I ſhall bind his 
Phyſicianſhip over to his good Behaviour, if he has 
any more of thoſe Whims. 

Greg. Sir, I aſk Pardon for the Liberty I have taken. 

Sir Jaſp. Oh! it's very well, it's very well for once. 

Greg. I am ſorry for thoſe Blows. 

Sir 5% Nothing at all, nothing at all, Sir. 

Greg. Which I was oblig d to have the Honour of 
laying on fo thick upon you. 

Sir Jaſp. Let's talk no more of'em, Sir. My 


Daughter, Doctor, is fallen into a very ſtrange Dif- 


temper. 


Greg. Sir, ] am overjoyed to hear it; and I wiſh 
with all my Heart, you and your whole Family had 
the ſame Occaſion for me as your Daughter, to ſhew 
the great defire I have to ſerve you 

Sir Faſp. Sir I am oblig'd to you. 

Greg. I aſſure you Sir, I ſpeak from the very bot- 
tom of my Soul. 

Sir Jaſp. I do believe you, Sir, from the very bot- 
tom of imine. 

Greg. What is your Daughter's Name? 
Sir 5 My Daughter's Name is Charlot. 

Greg. Are you ſure ſhe was Chriſten'd Charlot ? 

Sir Faſp. No, Sir, ſhe was Chriſten'd Charlotta. 

Greg. Iam glad to hear it; Charlo!tais a very good 
Name for a Patient; and let me tell you, the Name 
is often of as much Service to the Patient, as the Phy- 
ſician is 

Enter Charlot, and Maid. 


Sir Jaſp. Sir, my Daughter's here. 
Greg. Is that my Patient? Upon my word ſhe 
carries no Diſtemper in her Countenance—and I fancy 
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a healthy young Fellow would fit very well upon her. 
Sir Jap. You make her ſinile, Doctor. | 
Greg. So much the better, 'tis a very good Sign, 

when a Phyſician makes his Patient ſmile. Well, 

Child, wha's the Matter with you? what's your Di- 

ſtemper ? 

Ch.rl. Han, hi, hon nan. 

Greg What do you ſay ? 

Char! Han hi hon han. 

Greg What what what 

Charl. Han hi, hon. 

Greg Han! Hon ! Honin han! I don't un- 
derſtand a Word ſhe ſays. Han ! Hi ! Hon! What 
the Devil of a Language is this ? 

Sir Faſp. Why that's her Diſtemper, Sir, She's be- 
come dumb, and no one can aſſign the cauſe and 
this Diſtemper, Sir, has kept back her Marriage. 

Greg. Kept back her Marriage! Why ſo ? 

Sir Jaſp. Becauſe her Lover refuſes to have her till 


ſhe's cur d. 


Greg. OLud! was ever ſuch a Fool, that would 
not have his Wife dumb! Would to Heaven my 
Wife was dumb, Pd be far from defiring to cure her.— 
Does this Diſtemper, this Han, hi, hon, oppreſs her 
very much ? 

Sir Taſp. Yes, Sir, 

Greg. So much the better. Has ſhe any great Pains ? 

Sir Jaſp. Very great. 

Greg. That's juſt as I would have it. Give me your 
Hand Child. Hum—Ha—a very dumb Pulſe indeed. 

Sir Jaſp. You have gueſsd her Diſtemper. 

Greg. Ay, Sir, we great Phyſicians know a Diſtem- 
per immediately: An ignorant Fellow wou'd have told 
you your Daughter ails This, and That, and T'other, 
but as ſoon as 1 feel your Daughter's Pulſe, I immedi- 
ately tell you ſhe's dumb. R_ 

Sir Jaſp. But I ſhould: be glad to know, Doctor, 


from whence her Dumbneſs proceeds? 


Creg. Nothing ſo eaſily accounted for Her Dumb- 
neſs proceeds from her having loſt her Speech. 

Sir Jaſp. But whence, if you pleaſe, proceeds her 
having loſt her Speech? Greg. 


The Dumb Lady Cur'd. 17 


Greg. All our beſt Authors will tell you, it is the 
impediment of the Action of the Tongue. 

Sir Zaſp. But if you pleaſe, dear Sir, your Senti- 
ments upon that Impediment. 

Greg. Ariſtotle has upon the Subject ſaid very fine 
Things; very fine Things. 

Sir Fa/p. I believe it, Doctor. 

Greg. Ah! he was a great Man, he was indeed 2 
very great Man.—-—A Man, who upon that Subject 
was a Man that But to return to our Reaſoning : 
I hold that this Impediment of the action of the Tongue 
is caus'd by certain Humours which our great Phyſi- 
cians call—————Humnmours -Humours Ah! 
you underſtand Latin . 

Sir Jaſp. Not in the leaſt. 

Greg. What, not undcrſtand Latin? 

Sir Jaſp. No indeed, Doctor. 

* Greg. Cabricius arci Thouram Cathalimus, Singulariter 
Nom, Hec muſa hic, hc, hoc, genitivs hujus, hunt, 
hanc Muſe. Bonus, bona, bonum. Eſine oratio Lati- 
nus? Etiam. Ouy. Pourquoy non, quia Subſtlantivi & 
Adjedtivum concordat in Generi, Numerum & Caſus, fic 
dicunt, aiunt, predicant, clamitant & Iſimilibus. 

Sir Jaſf. Ah! Why did I negle& my Studies? 

Harry. What a prodigious Man is this! 

Greg. Beſides, Sir, certain Spirits paſſing from the 
left Side, which is the Seat of the Liver, to the right, 
which is the Seat of the Heart, we find the Lungs, 
which we call in Latin, Whifkerous, having Commu- 
nication with the Brain, which wo name in Greek, Tea- 
fotus, by means of a hollow Vein which we call in 
Hebrew, Periwiggus, meet in the Road with the faid 
Spirits, which fill the Ventricles of the Omotaplaſmus z 
and becauſe the ſaid Humours have—you comprehend 
me well, Sir? And becauſe the ſaid Humours have 
a c:r'ain Malignity liſten ſeriouſly, I beg you. 

Sir Jaſp. I do. 

Greg. Have a certain Malignity that is cauſed 
be attentive, if you pleaſe. 


Sir 7aſp. I am. 


B 3 Greg. 
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Greg. That is caus d, L ſay, by the Arcimony of the 
Humours engender'd in the Concavity of the Dia- 
phragm; thence it arrives, that theſe Vapours, Ho- 
pria que maribus tribuntur, maſcula dicas, ut ſunt Divo- 
rum, Mars, Bacchus, Appollo wirotum. This, Sir, 
is the Cauſe of your Daughter; being dumb. 

Ferry. O that I had but this gue ! | 

Sir J. It is impoſlible to rcQſpn bettgr,, no doubt. 
But, dear Sir, there is one thing. I always thought 
till now, that the Heart was on tit left Side, and the 
Liver on the right. v7 | 

Greg. Ay, Sir, ſo they were formerly, but we, have 
chang'd all that The C: llege at preſent, Sir, proceeds 
upon an intire new Method. | 

S'r Jb. I aſk your Pardon, Sir. 

Greg. Oh, Sir! there's no Harm 
oblig'd to know as much as we do. 

Sir, Jaſper. Very true; but, Doctor, what would you 
have done with my Daughter? 

Greg. What would I have done with her! Why my 
Advice is, that you immediately put her into a Bed 
warm'd with Wood Aſhes; Cauſe her to drink one 
Quart of Spring Water, mix'd with one Pint of Bran- 
dy, ſix Seville Oranges, and three Ounces: of the be 
Double refin'd Sugar. 

Sir Jaſper. Why this is Punch, Doctor. 

Greg. Punch, Sir! Ay, Sir;—and what's better 
than Punch to make People talk? Never tell me of 
your Juleps, your Gruels, you—your This, and 
that, and bother, which are only Arts to keep a Patient 
in hand a long time— ! love to do a Buſineſs all at once. 

Sir Jaſp. Doctor, I aſk Pardon, you ſhall be obey'd. 

Greg. I'll return in the Evening, and ſee what Ef- 
fect it had on her. But hold, there's another young 
Lady here that I muſt apply ſome little Remidies to. 

Maid. Who, me? I was never better in my Life, 
I thank you, Sir. 

Greg. So much the worſe, Madam, ſo much the 
worſe.—”Tis dangerous to be very well for when 


one is very well, one has nothing elſe to do, but to 
take Fhyſick, and bleed away. 


you're not 


Sir 
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Sir Jaſp What, bleed, when one has no Diſtemper ? 
Greg, It may be ſtrange, perhaps, but 'tis very 
wholſome. | 
Maid. Pm your humble Servant for that! ſhall 
n.ake no Apothecary's Shop of my Belly, I'll aſſure 
you. N. 1 | 
Sir Sp. Doctor — [gives Money. 
Greg. You ſhall ſee me in the Evening.—Be under 
no concern, 8 , you ſhall hear your Daughter ſpeak 
in a Week—or the ſhall be out of the hearing of you. 
| ee” + Exit. 
sir Jaſp. Well, this a Phyſician of vaſt ca 
but of exceeding odd Humours, 


W 1 „ a 8 
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SCENE. The Street. 
Leander /olus. 


Ah, Charlt ! thou haſt no reaſon t apprehend my 
Ignorance in what thou endureſt, firiceÞ*ean ſo eaſily 
eſs thy Torments by my own—Oh how much more 
juſtifiable are my Fears, when you haye not only the 
Command of a Parent, but the Temptation of For- 
tune to allure you ! 1 | 
AIR VIL 


O curſed Power of gold, 

For which all Honour's ſold, 
And Honeſty's no more ! 

For thee wwe often find, 

The great in Leagues combin'd. 


Ta trick and rob the Poor. 


By thee the Fool and Knave, 
Tranſcend the Wiſe and Brave, 
So abſolute they Reign : 
Without ſome Help of a 
The greateſt Beauties ſhine, 
And Lovers plead in vain. 
| Zuter 
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Enter Gregory. 


Greg. Upon my Word, this is a good Beginning, 
and fince | 

Lean. I have waited for you, Doctor, a long time, 
Pm come to beg your Aſliſtance. | | 

Greg. Ay, you have need of Aſſiſtance indeed! 
What a Pulſe is here! What do you out o you Bed? 
| [ Feels his Pulſe. 

Lean. Ha, ha, ha! Doctor you're miſtaken, I am 
not ſick I aſſure you. 

Greg. How, Sir! not Sick! Do you think I don't 
know when a Man is fick, better then he does himſelf ? 

Lean. Well, If I have any Diſtemper, it is the Love 
of that young Lady your Patient from which you juſt 
now come, and to whom if you can convey me, I dare 


ſwear, Doctor, I ſhall be effectually curd. 


Greg. Do you take me for a Pimp, Sir, a Phyſici- 
an for a Pimp? | 


Lean. Dear Sir! make no Noiſe. | 
' Greg. Sir, I will make a Noiſe, you're an imperti- 
nent Fellow. | 

Lean. Softly, good Sir 

Greg. I ſhall ſhew you; Sir, that Pm. not ſuch a Sort 
of a Perſon, and that you're an inſolant ſaucy— 
[Leander gives a Purſe. ]—Pm not ſpeaking to you, 
Sir, but there are certain impertinent Fellows in the 
World, that take People for what they are not 
which always puts me, Sir, into ſuch a Paſſion that 

Lean. I aſk Pardon, Sir, for the Liberty I have 
taken. | 

Greg. O dear, Sir! no Offence in the laſt.— Pray, 
Sir, how am I to ſerve you ? 

Lean. This Diſtemper, Sir, which you are ſent for 
to cure, is feign'd. The Phyſicians have reaſon'd up- 
on it, according to Cuſtom, and have derived it from 
the Brain, from the Bowls, from the Liver, Lungs, 
Lights, and every Part of the Body ; but the true cauſe 
of it is Love; and is an Invention of Chalot's to deli- 
ver her from a Match which the diſlikes. 


Greg. 
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Greg. Hum! Suppoſe you were to diſguiſe your 


| ſelf as an Apothecary ? 


Lean. Pm not very well known to her Father, there- 
fore believe I may paſs upon him ſecurely. 
Greg. Go, then, diſguiſe your ſelf immediately; PI 
wait for you here. —Ha ! methinks I ſee a Patient. 
[Exit Lean, 
Enter James and Davy. 


| Greg. Gad! Matters go ſwimmingly. Il ev'n 
continue a Phyſician as long as I live. g 
James. [Speaking to Davy. ] Fear not, if he relapſe 
into his Humours, PII quickly thraſh him into the Phy- 
ſician again. Doctor, I have brought you a Patient. 
Davy. My poor Wife, Doctor, has kept her Bed 
theſe fix Months. [Greg. holds out his Hand.] If your 
Worſhip would find out ſome Means to cure her. 
Greg. What's the Matter with her ? | 
Davy, Why fhe has had ſeveral Phyſicians ; one 
ſays tis the Dropſy; another *tis the What—<&'ye call 
it, the Tunpany; a third fays 'tis a ſlow Fever; a 
fourth ſays the Rumatiz. | 
Greg. What are the Symptoms ? 
Davy. Symptoms, Sir! 
Greg. Ay, ay, what does ſhe complain of? 


Davy. Why ſhe is always craving and craving for 


Drink, eats nothing at all. Then her Legs are ſwelPd 
up as big as a good handſome Poſt, and as cold they be 
as a Stone, | | 
Greg. Come, to the Purpoſe 3 ſpeak to the Purpoſe, 
my Friend. | [ Holding out his Hand. 
Davy. The Purpoſe is, Sir, that Jam come to aſk 
what your Worſhip pleaſes to have done with her ? 
Greg. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, Pihaw! I dont underſtard 
one Word what you mean. 
James. His Wife is ſick, Doctor, and he has brought 
you a Guinea for your Advice. Give it the Doctor, 
Friend. | [Davy gives the guinea. 


Greg. Ay, now I underſtand you; here's a Gentle- + 
man explains the Cauſe. You ſay your Wife is ſick of 


the Dropſy ? 
PLy Day; 


—— 
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Davy. Ves, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Greg. Well I have made a ſhift to comprehend 
your Meaning at laſt ; you have the ſtrangeſt Way of 
deſcribing a Diſtemper ! You ſay your Wife is always 
calling for Drink; let her have as much as ſhe deſires, 
ſhe can't drink too much; and d'ye hear; give her 
this Piece of Cheeſe. 

Davy. Cheeſe, Sir! 

Greg. Ay, Cheeſe, Sir. The Cheeſe, of which this 
is a Part, has cur'd more People of a Dropſy, than ever 
had it. 


Davy. I give your Worſhip a thouſand Thanks ; 
III go make her take it immediately. [Exit. 


Greg. Go, and if ſhe dies, be ture to bury her after 
the beſt Manner you can. 


Enter Dorcas. 


Dorc. Tm like to pay ſeverely for my Frolick, if I 
have loſt my Huſband by it. 

Greg. O Phyſick and Matrimony ! my Wife! 

Dorc. For tho' the Rogue uſed me a little roughly, 
he was as good a Workman as any in five Miles ot his 
Head. | 


AIR VIII. Ye Nymphs and Sylvan Gods. 


T he Soldier, who bravely goes, 

In Battle againſt his Foes ; 

T he Foes once overcome, 

May live in Vice at home, 
And no Anger his Captain ſhews ; 

So the Huſband who, 

To Duty is true, 2 hs 
And performs his Bur neſs well; 

T ho" he often thwack, 

His Deary's Back, 

One tender Smack, 

More ſweet than Sack, 

Can all her Fury quell. 


Greg. 


Treg. 
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Greg. What evil Stars, in the Devil's Name, has 
ſent her hither? If I could but perſuade her to take 
a Pill or two that I'd give her, I thould be a Phyſician 


to ſome Purpoſe —Come hither , Shild letta me 


fecl a your Pulſe. 

Dorc. What have you to do with my Pulſe ? 

Greg. I am de Frenſh Phyſician, my Dear, and 1 
am to feel a de Pulſe of the Pation. 

Dorc. Yes, but I amno Patient, Sir, nor want no 
Phyſician, good Dr. Ragou. 

Greg. Begar, you muſt be put-a to Bed, and taka de 
Peel; me fal give you de litel Peel dat fal cure you, as 
you have more Diſtempre den evere were hered off. 

Dorc. what's the Matter with the Fool? If you 
feel my Pulſe any more, I thall feel your Ears for you. 

Greg. Begar, you muſt taka de Peel. 

Dorc. Begar, I ſhall not taka de Peel. ; ; 

Greg. III take this Oppertunity to try her. (Afide. 
Maye Dear, if you vill not letta me cura you, 
you fall cura me, you ſal be my Phyſicion, and I vill 
giva you de Fee. Holds out a Purſe. 

Dorc. Ay my Stomach does not go againſt thoſe 
Pills, and what muſt I do for your Fee ? 

Greg. Oh begar! me vill ſhow you, me vill teacha 
you what you ſal do you muſt come kiſſa me now, 
you muſt come kiſſa me. 

Dorc. ( kiſſes him.) As Ilive, my very Hang-dog ! 
Pve diſcover'd him in good time, or he had diſcover,d 
me, (Afide.) Well, Doctor, and are you cur'd now? 

Greg. I ſhall make my ſelf a Cuckold prefently. 
( Aide. )———— Dis is not a propre place, dis is too 
publick, for ſud any one as bye while I take dis 
phyſick, it vill preventa de Opperation. 

Dorc. What Phyſick Doctor? | : 

Greg. In your Ear, dat. (Whiſpers. 

Dorc. And in your Ear, dat. Sirrah. ( Hitting him 
a Box.) Do you dare affront my Virtue, you Villian ! 
d'you think the world ſhould bribe me to part with 
my Virtue, my dear Virtue? There, take your Purſe 
again; but the Gold Il keep, as an-eternal Monu- 
ment of my Virtue. 

: AIR 
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AIR IX. As down in a Meadow. 


Alas ] how unhappy is that Woman's Fate, 

Wiho has loſt her dear Virtue, that mighty Eflate : 
How wicked Mankind'! who are ſtill laying Snares 
To catch our dear Virtue, when it nods unawares e 
Flow great is that Woman, how happy and wiſe, 
W ho keeps her dear Virtue, ond Gold can deſpiſe ! 
But ſhe is moſt happy, who well knows to fold, 

Alt once her dear Virtue and her Lover's dear Gold, 


Greg, Oh what a happy Dog am I, to find my Wife 
ſo virtuous a Woman, when I leaſt expected it! Oh, 
my injure'd Dear behold your Gregory, your own 
Huſband. : 

Dorc, Ha! 1 

Greg. Oh me! Pm fo full of Joy, I cannot tell 
thee more ; than that I am as much the happieſt of 
Men, as thou art the moſt virtuous of Women, 

Dorc. And art thou really my Gregory? and haſt 


thou any more of theſe Purſes ? 


Greg. No, my Dear, I have no more about me, 
but it's probable in a few Days J may have a hundred, 
for the ſtrangeſt Accident has happen'd to me? 

Dorc. Yes, my Dear, but I can tell you who you- 
are oblig'd to for that Accident ; had you not beaten, 
me this Morning, I bad never had you beaten into a 
Phyſician. | | 

Greg. Oh, oh! then ' tis to you I owe all that Drub- 
bing. 
<> Yes, my Dear, tho' I little dreamt of the 


Conſequence, | 
Gerg. How infinitely Tm oblig'd to thee ! But huſh. 


Enter Hellebore. 


Hel. Are not you the great Doctor juſt come to this 
Town, fo famous for curing Dumbneſs ? 


Grep. Sir, I am he. 
WY Hel. 
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Hel. Then, Sir, I am happy in finding you. I am 
my ſelf, Sir, a Brother of the faculty; I'm ſkill'd in 
that Part of it, to the Profeſſors of which the World 
gives the Appellation of Mad Doctor. I have at pre- 
ſent, Sir, with me, a Gentleman who labours under an 
extraordinary Sort of a Lunacy. We cannot, Sir, by 
any Means prevail upon him to utter one Syllable. 

Greg. 1 ſhall make him ſpeak, Sir. | 
Hel. It will add, Sir, to the great Reputation you 
have already acquir'd, and I am happy in finding you. 

Greg. Sir, I am as happy in finding you. You ſee 
that Woman there, ſhe is poſſeſs'd with a more ſtrange 
Sort ot Macineſs, and imagines every Man ſhe ſees to 
be her huſband. Now, Sir, if you will but admit her 
into your Houſe | 

Hel. Moſt willingly, Sir. 3 

Greg. "The firſt Thing, Sir, you are to do, is to let 
out thirty Ounces ot her Blood; then, Sir, you are to 
ſhave off all her Hair, all her Hair, Sir; after which 
you are to make a very ſevere Uſe of your Rod twice 
a Day; and take a particular Care that ſhe have not 
the leaſt Allowance beyond Bread and Water. 

Hel. Sir, I ſhall readily agree to the DiQates of ſo 
great a Man; nor can I help approving of your Me- 
thod, which is exceeding mild and wholeſome. 

Greg. (To his Wife.) My Dear, that Gentleman will 
conduct you to my Lodging.—Sir, I beg you will take 
a particular care of this Lady. 

Hel. You my depend on't, Sir, nothing in my 
Power ſhall be wanting; you have only to inquire 
for Dr. Helebore. | | 5 

Dorc. Twon't be long before I ſee you, Huſband. 

Hel. Huſband ! this is as unaccountable a Madneſs 
as any 1 have yet met with. (Exit with Dorcas. 


Enter Leander. 


Greg. I think I ſhall be reveng d of you now, my 
Dear.—So, Sir. ' MARES 


Lean. I think I make a pretty good Apothecary now. 
Grtg. Yes, ahn you're almoſt as good an Apothe- 
D ” cary 
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cary as Pm a Phyſician, and if you pleaſe Þ'll convey 
youto the Patient, 
Lean. If I did but know a few Phyſical hard 

W f 1 * 4 * 

g. Would you know as much as the whole Fa- 
oulty in an inſtant, Sir? Come along, Come along. 

| (Exeunt. 
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SCENE Sir jaſper's Houſe. 
Sir Jaſper, Charlot, and Maid. 


a 


Sir aſp. Has ſhe made no Attempt to ſpeak yet? 

Maid. Not in the leaſt, Sir, ſo far from it, that as 
the uſed to make a Sort of a Noiſe before, ſhe is now 
quite ſilent. 

Sir Jaſp. (Looking on his Watch.) "Tis almoſt the 
Time the Doctor promis'd to return. 


Enter Gregory, and Leander, 


Sir Faſp. Oh! he is here. Doctor, your Servant. 

Greg. Well, Sir, how does my Patient? 

Sir Jaſp. Rather worſe, Sir, ſince your Preſcription. 
_ Greg. 80 much the better, tis a Sign that it ope- 
rates. 25 | 

Sir Faſp. Who is that Gentleman, pray, with you ? 

Greg. An Apothecary, Sir. Mr. er will 


you pleaſe to feel the Lady's Pulſe, while I reaſon 
with Sir Jaſper concerning her Diſtemper. It is, Sir, 
a great and ſubtle Queſtion among the Doctors, Whe- | 


ther Women are more eaſy to be cured than Men. 
beg you would attend to this, Sir, if you pleaſe. 3 
Some ſay, No; others ſay, Yes; and for my Part, 1 ſay 
both Yes, and No, foraſmuch as the Incongruity of the 
opaque Humours that meet in the natural Temper of 
Woman, being the Cauſe that the Brutal Part will al- 
way prevail over the Senſible One, ſees that the De- 


_ quality of their Opinions, depend on the black Move- | 


ment 
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ment of the Circle of the Moon, and as the Sun that 
darts its Rays 1 the Concavity of the Earth, finds 


Charl. No, I am not at all capable of changing my 
Opinion. 7 | 
Sir Faſp. My Daughter ſpeaks! my Daughter ſpeaks! 
Oh, the great Power of Phyfick! Oh, the admirable 
Phyſician! How can I reward thee for ſuch a Service? 
Greg. This Diſtemper has given me a moſt inſuffe- 

rable deal of Trouble. 
(Traverſing the Stage in a great Heat, the 

Apothecary following. 

Charl. Yes, Sir, I have recoverd Speech; but ET 
have recover'd it to tell you, that I will never have 
any Huſband but Leander. 

Sir aſp. But 

Charl. Nothing is capable to ſhake the Reſolution 
F have taken, 

Sir 7aſp. What! 

Charl. Your Rhetorick is in vain, all your Diſcour- 
ſes ſigniſy nothing. 

Sir J. Ip. [-—— 

Chal. Jam determin'd, and all the Fathers in the 
Wor'd {hall never oblige me to marry contrary to my 
Inclinations. 

Sir Jaſp. I have 

Char!. I never will ſubmit to this Tyranny ; and if 
E muſt not have the Man I like, I'll die a Maid. 

Sir Jaſp. But | 

Charl, No, not in any Manner, not the leaſt, not 
at all ; you loſe your time, you may beat me, kill me, 
do what you will, Pll never conſent, that Pm reſolv'd. 

Sir 7aſp. What Thunder is here! there's no ſtop- 
ping her Tongue. Doctor, I defire you to make her 
dumb again. | 

Greg That's impoſſible, Sir, all that I can do to 
ſerve you is, I can make you deaf, if you pleaſe. 

Sir Faſp. And do you think 

Charl. All your Reaſoning ſhall never conquer my 
Reſolution. 

Sir fa/p. You ſhall marry Mr. Dapper this Evening. 

Charl. Pll be buried firſt. Y 


Greg. 
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Grep. Stay, Sir, ſtay, let me regulate this Affair, it 
is a Diſtemper that poſſeſſes her, and I know what Re- 
medy to apply to it. | 

Sir Jaſp. Is it poſſible, Sir, that you can cure the 
Deſtemper of the Mind? 

Greg. Sir, I can cure any thing. Harkye, Mr. Apo- 
thecary, you ſee that the Love ſhe has for Leander is 
intirely contrary to the Will of her Father, and that 
there is no Time to loſe, and that an immediate Re- 
medy is neceſſary: For my Part,, I know of but one, 
which is a Doſe of purgative Rumi ng- away, mixt with 
two Drachms of Pills Matrimoniac, and three 0 
Handfuls of the Arbor Vitæ; perhaps ſhe will make 
ſome Difficulty to take them : but as you are an able 
Apothecary, I will truſt to you for the Succeſs: Go, 
make her walk in the Garden ; be ſure loſe no Time ; 
to the Remedy, quick, to the Remedy Specifick. 

(Exeunt Lean. and Charl. 

Sir Jaſp. What Drugs, Sir, were thoſe I heard you 
mention, for I don't remember I ever heard them 
ſpoke of before ? 

Greg. They are ſome, Sir, lately diſcover'd by the 
Royal Society. | 

Sir 7aſp. Did you ever fee any thing equal to her 
Inſolence? 

Greg. Daughters are indeed ſometimes a little too 
Head ſtrong. 

Sir Jaſp. You cannot imagine, Sir, how fooliſhly 
fond ſhe is of that Leander. | 

Greg. The Heat of Blood, Sir, cauſes that in young 


Minds. 


Sir Jaſp. For my Part, the Moment I diſcover'd the 

Violence of her Paſſion, I have always kept her lock'd 
up. 
Greg. You have done very wiſely. 
Sir Jaſp. And I have prevented them from having 
the leaſt Communication together, for who knows 
what might have been the Conſequence ? Who knows 
but ſhe might have taken it into her Head to have 
run away with him? 

Greg. Very true. 


Enter 
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The Dumb Lady Cur'd. 


29 
Enter Dorcas. 


Dorc. Where ts this Villain, this Rogue, this pre- 
tended Phyſician ? 

Sir Jaſp. Hey day! what, what, what's the Matter 
now ? | 

Dorc. Oh, Sirrah! Sirrah !—would you have de- 
ſtroy'd your Wite, you Villain ? Would you have been 
guilty of Murder, Dog ? | 

Greg. Hoity, toity !—What mad Woman is this? 

Sr Pay. Poor Wretch! For Pity's Sake cure her, 

occor. | | 

Greg. Sir, I ſhall not cure her, unleſs ſomebody gives 
me a Fee.—I ſhall not ſet up for a charitable Phyſician. 

Dorc. Sir, he impoſes on you—he's no more a Pay- 
fician than I am; he's a poor dirty Fellow, and has 
nothing to boaſt on, but being my Huſband. 


Enter James. 


James. Oh, Sir! undone! undone ! your Daughter 
is run away with her Lover Leander, who was hear in 
the Shape of an Apothecary—and this 1s the Rogue 
of a Phyſician who has contriv'd all the Affair. 

Sir 7aſp. How! am I abus'd in this manner? Here, 
who is there? Bid my Clerk bring Pen, Ink, and Pa- 
per, PII ſend this Fellow to Jail immediately. 

Fames. Ir.deed, my good Doctor, you ftand a very 
fair Chance to be hang'd for ſtealing an Heirets. | 

Dorc. And are they going to hang you, my dear 
Huſband ? 

Greg. You ſee, my dear Wife. 

Dorc. Had you finiſh'd the Faggots, it had been 
ſome Conſolation. 

Greg. Leave me, or you'll break my Heart. 

Dorc. No, I'll flay to encourage you at your Death 
nor will I budge an Inch, till Pre ſeen you 


hang'd. 
a Enter 
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| my deareſt Charlotta. 


30 be Mock Doctor: &c. 
Enter Leander and Charlot. 


Lean. Behold, Sir, that Leander whom you had for- 
bid your Houſe, reſtores your Daughter to your Pow- 
er, even when he had her in his. I will receive her, 
Sir, only at your Hands. — l have receiv'd Letters, 
by which I've learnt the Death of an Uucle, whoſe 
Eſtate far exceeds that of your intended Son-in-la w. 

Sir Jaſp. Sir, your Virtue is beyond all Eftates, and 
I give you my Daughter with all the Pleaſure in the 
World. 8 

Lean. Now my Fortune makes me happy indeed, 
And, Doctor, I'll make 


thy Fortune too. 

Greg. If you would be fo kind to make me a Phy- 
fician in earneſt, I ſhould Cefire no other Fortune. 

Dore. And is it not owing to me, Sirrah, that you 
have been a Phyſician at all ? 

Sir 7aſp. May I beg to know whether you are a 
Phyfician or not—or what the Devil you are ? 

Greg. I think, Sir, after the miraculous Cure you 
have ſeen me perform, you have no reaſon to aſk, 
whether I ain a Phyſician or no — ard for you, 
Wiſe, Pit henceforth have you behave with all Defe- 
rence to my Greatneſs. 


A Faggot-binder could but thrafh your facket, 
But a Phyfician, he 
Dorc.— g pk yoru Pocket. 
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